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Fun Week by Week. 


By THE PARTY ON THE Sport. 


Wednescay.—Went down to Sheffield this morning for their 
Second Musical Festival. This sort of thing well supported in 
Sheffield as a rule, and this no exception thereto. Yorkshiremen 
do like their fill of anything—anything good, that is. Came back 
to town after a while to havea look at the Aquarium chrysan- 
themums. Well worth it, too. Then went off to Sandy Hook, 
where a yacht race has been trying to get off, but hitherto failing. 
This was the fourth try. 

NO GO! 
They sallied forth* and toe’d the line, 
And sped upon their way, 
And they said, ‘‘ This race will be rather fine,” 
But it didn’t come off that day ! 


Went to Leighton House in the afternoon, and looked at the collec- 
tion of the Clergy and Artists’ Association. 


Thursday.—Went‘and fetched Mr. Conynghame Greene away from 
Pretoria. Helped them open a bazaar at Leeds, got up by the 
Yorkshire Union of Institutes and Village Libraries. Pottered 
about a bit, and then came back and went to tea with the Exhibi- 
tion of Welsh Industries. After which over to Sandy Hook once 
more. 

ANOTHER TRY. 


They clapped on sail and started out 
With vigour it must be owned, 

And a very fine race ’twill be, no doubt— 
But, at present, it’s been postponed. 


Friday.—Took the Princess carefully down to Balmoral, and 
then cut across to the half-yearly meeting of the C.T.C. Great 
excitement— meeting informally convened, so there was no meet- 
ing, and the meeting dispersed making observatiors. Took another 
tun to Sandy Hook. 


ONCE MORE. 


Once more the sails are proudly spread, 
With never a soul to scoff. 
“The struggle is sure to be grand,” they said— 
And it would, but it’s been put off. 


Dined with the Whitefriars Club at their house dinner. 


Saturday.—Got to Southampton and saw Sir Redvers Buller off 
for Africa—wished us luck and hurried back to close the Church 


* Or « ia : 
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Congress comfortably and have a look at the pictures of the Navy 
cinematographically presented at the Polytechnic. Afterwards 
took a private view and a little refreshment at the new Terriss 
Theatre at Rotherhithe. Then for Sandy Hook again—worse than 
ever. 


STILL ANOTHER TRY. 


For the seventh time was “‘ the anchor weighed "’ 
And every sail was set, 

But a fog came down—which a difference made— 
And it’s not decided yet! 


Monday.—Yesterday got up at some unearthly hour and saw 
Sir Henry Irving off to America. Think he looks a deal better, 
and seems as if he would have a good time. Did a good deal of 
my time in bed to-day—found it most comfortable place—very 
cold and raw. Got up in afternoon—beautiful warm sunshine— 
went to the Press View of the a Show. Tasted milk, butter, 
dairymaids, and things. Dined with the South African Writers’ 
Club. Having been to Sandy Hook again, my appetite was not 
what it might have been 


AT LAST. 


At last! At last! while the wind blows fast, 
The yachts for the offing make, 

The notable race comes off at last— 
And Columbia takes the cake ! 


Just our luck! 


Tuesday.—After the fog had done its business and retired this 
became a beautiful morning, so I went off gleefully to the Crystal 
Palace and looked at dogs. Noisy, as usual—they were all very 
yappy together—and a bit noisome, too, but the gardens very nice 
in an autumnal way. Left the show in time to help them open the 
special Session of Parliament. Went to the Dudley Gallery Con- 
versazione of the Photographic Salon for awhile, and then to the 
Mansion House Ball with the Lord Mayors and Mayors—Lord 
Provosts and Provosts, likewise Town Clerks. Had been to Sandy 
Hook meantime, but wasn’t inclined to rush into talk about the 
thing ! 

AGAIN—ONCE TOO OFTEN | 


We're busy now—they’re off once more, 
But—see my consternation !|— 

Again Columbia's to the fore ! 
Let's change the conversation ! 


All the same—“ Hail, Columbia!” and good luck to you! 
Tue Sporrenr. 
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ACCIDENT WHILE POPPING THE QUESTION. 


Harry.—*"' Your hand at once, Peggy, or I'll be drowned!” 
Peggy.—‘' 1 dare not; cannot stoop with my eel skirt; oh, mercy ! help!! help!!! help!!!! egg. 


Tue war note has sounded, the fiat’s gone forth ! 
Throughout her dominions the Empire's aflame ; 
United we stand, as one people we cry 
** No second Majuba to cause grief and shame." 


Ah ! insults on insults the Boers have heaped 
On sons of Britannia—our valiant old race— 
Who go as avengers, with maelstrom's fierce rush, 
To scatter their foes as light chaff into space. 
So quite fifty thousand, we soon shal! send forth, 


In detail equipped, a complete army corps, 








Another Lost Chord. 


SEATED one day at my dinner 
I was weary and ill at ease, 
And I went on idly munching 
That duck and those hard green peas. 
It was only another dinner 
To add to the ones gone by, 
I was dreadfully tired of chewing, 
And longed to lie down and cry— 
The peas were like leaden bullets, 
And that duck was old and tough, 
When they asked me to have some 
a more, I replied, 
z ‘‘ Many thanks, I have had enough.” 
| Then the door behind me opened 
3 And my parlour maid conveyed 
¢ Another dish to the table 
Which before me she gently laid. 
It was only an ice-cream pudding, 
But it touched my heart with a 
thrill, 
And low to myself I murmured, 
“Tf I eat all that I'll be ill.”’ 
So much I enjoyed that pudding 
HM I shen * | That they had to take it-away, 
WY /} Vip. ade But the taste of that cream will linger 
ype? — | In my heart to my dying day. 








avis a — 
fe | The Scorcher. 
‘ | He ‘‘scorches” along at the top of his 
speed 


In a way that must make his legs ache ; 
To beauties of nature he never pays heed, 
For the record he’s trying to break. 





" He stiffens his muscles and arches his 
back 
As if he were still ou the cinder-path 
track. 
ia He races regardless of life and of limb 
Of the folk who get into his way, 
_ And chickens and children are nothing 
to him, 
For his mad career no one can stay, 
' So wildly he wheels, as if urged by a 
goad ; 
_ By coachmen he’s christened ‘the 
| curse of the road.”’ 
| He’ll pass on the left, and he’ll ride on 
| the right, 
For the rule of the road caring naught, 
His lamp he will not take the trouble to 
light 
Till a very smart lesson he’s taught. 
But lecture and “‘ fine” him as much as 
you will, 
The sign of the “scorcher”’ is over him 
still. 
‘‘ IT will soon be a case of ‘a little bit 
off the top,’” reflected the soft-boiled 


From Powerful, Terrible, two British ships, 

With maxims, a strong Naval force will be found, 
As Vikings of old, with their daring and pluck, 

For beating the record all oceans around. 


Our Colonists loyally stand by their sire, 
Staunch cubs of the Lion now facing the world, 
As shoulder to shoulder they march side by side 
And conquer, or die, where our flag is unfurl'd. 


With heart-stirring hopes we will follow our sons. 
Oh! may no ill omen e’er over them frown: 
But victory shine on their path like the sus 
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A Flight of Fancy — Fancy pigeons 
flying. 

A Level Crossing—A smooth passage 
across the Atlantic. 

A Perfect Farce—Box and Cox. 

A Bar-Gain—A pretty barmaid. 

Great Hard-Ships—Ironclads. | 

A(t)tiring Job—Dressing. 

Very Moving—Notice to quit. 

Good for the Complexion—Youthful- 
ness. 
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Wuy should you think a soldier 
charitable ?—Because heso often presents | 
alms. 





The Latest from the Front, 
IN THE EVENING PAPERS. 


‘‘ Latest from the front, sir? 
An awful battle fought, 

Heavy slaughter of the Boers, 
While our loss was nought. 

What! you say that’s contra- 
Dicted in the Evening Flame, 

Well in our ‘ Extra Special ’ 
Our paper’ll do the same. 

Still that doesn’t please you, 
You say it isn’t fair! 

Well, editors or newsboys 
Cannot live on air! 

And we must fain do something 
To increase our gain, 

If nothing else will serve us, 
Well! false news again. 

Latest from the front, sir? 
Battle raging still 

Only mishap on our side, 

One man taken ill; 

We made one gallant sortie, 
We made the Boers retreat ; 

The Boers suffered heavily — 
Three men sprained their feet! ”’ 


<7) 


il 


‘ John Bull! 


Finis Coronat Opus. 


FORWARD brave warriors, forward to the fight, 
Patience is dead, and courage, dormant long, 
Awakes with tenfold energy. Too strong 

In British faith, protecting Christian right, 

Are ye to quail beneath the selfish might 
Of superstition. Friends who dwell among 
Strange people look to you, such people’s wrong 

To overthrow ; sustain your “ honour bright.” 

Yours is the power to strike; yours is the skill 
To do what duty bids. Your father’s shone 

Throughout the world: inheritance of will 
Moves you to action. Heaven will lead you on, 

As in the past, that promise to fulfil : . 

‘‘ A crown of glory when your work is done. 
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In achieving a Victoria-s result 
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John Bull! z 
| myself, my wife, my two maiden aunts, and the village idiot. 
opinion is so much against you!” 








How dare you prepare for war in the face of this protest, signed by 
Shame on you, when public 
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A WEIGHTY PROTEST. 


War. 
BULLER GONE TO SEA ABOUT IT. 


So Buller has started for Capetown, Hooray! 
By the Dunottar Castle, to tackle the foe ; 
But the man in the street is reported to say— 
“ He o’ course ottar dun this some few weeks ago!” 








English at Canterbury. 


In the Dover Standard, of the 7th inst., appears a notice, 
emanating from 4, St. Margaret’s Street, Canterbury, and signed 
by W. J. Jennings, architect, who invites “‘ Builders desirous of 
tendering for the erection of new buildings forming part of the pro- 
posed Asylum for the Canterbury Town Council to see the draw- 
ings, etc., at his office.” We are very sorry for the calamity that 
has befallen Canterbury Town Council, and sincerely sympathise 
with the sad lot of Mr. Jennings, who has thus painfully pro- 
claimed urbi et orbi. Wetrust there will be lucid intervals and an 
absence of straight waistcoats, and ultimately that there will be no 
casion for erecting the other part of the proposed asylum for th 
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Counting the Cost. 
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Is alow 
For the people who spring 
From a mighty warrior race! 
Let the l’eace Party rant; 
Ve have done with all cant 
If it’s war, then fierce war let it be 
As it’s time to commence, 
You may dash the « x pense, 
And send in the bill to me 
So have your own way 
I'll be happy to pay 


Just send in the bill to me. 


Well, how much You can bave it at 
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once 
Just whatever you ne 
As were lnforar 
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ir, then swift war let it be! 
s—imy advice ; 
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us teach them to-day 
old-fashioned Way, 
And bring them to their knees. 
The Healys may scowl, the 
cheres weep, 
But Peace, while enemies grin, 
fancied of late 
Is a bit out of date 
And it's time that war came in. 
igianders weep 
But my Empire I'll keep, 
then grim war let it be 
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The Christian of the Duke of York's play 
is, of course, not the Christian of the book, 
and never could be. The play is a not parti- 
cularly good play, with effectively dramatic 
(not to say melo-dramatic) moments, admir- 
ably acted. It’s picture of war between Frivol 
and Fanaticism may be to the taste of the 
general public—who may take a liking to it 
and make a success of it. They probably will, 
in fact, but that is their own affair, and as I 
am not, just at this moment, setting up as 
a tin prophet, we'll leave it there. The 
strength and power of Mr. Waring’s rendering of the well-named 
Storm, Mise Millard’s tenderness and intensity, and Mr. 
Aynesworth’s implacable cold-bloodedness carry us along all the 
way. Mr. Ben Webster's isa good performance, too. But to pick out 
the excellences would only be to give a string of the whole cast. 
The only fault I could find was that the “swells’’ were given to 
ladling out a little too much noisy cackling and giggling, which 
may, after all, have been only first-night nervousness. 


The directors of the Empire Theatre have expressed their inten- 
tion of giving a special matinée performance, towards the end of 
the month, in aid of the fund which the Lord Mayor, by request of 
the Secretary of State for the Colonies, has opened at the Mansion 
House for the relief of those who have been forced by the unfortu- 
nate course of events to leave the South African Republic and the 
Orange Free State. 


Mr. Harry Hunter, of the Mohawk Minstrels, has written 20 
songs for the occasion of his annual benefit, which is to take place 
on Thursday, 26th inst., at the Agricultural Hall. He says that 
Darwin is right about the survival of the fittest, but that he clearly 
meant the Benefit-est. 


Madanse Tussaud is ever to the front with something interesting 
to show us, There is now on view at this famous institution the 
original boiler plate used by Chief Engineer Benbow to repair the 
disabled boiler of the Nile boat Safia whilst engaged under fire of 
the Dervish battery at Wad-el-Habishi. This historical object has 
been recovered by the Sirdar and presented to Lord Charles 
seresford. 


> Degg 


The lst Royal Dragoons, who are proceeding to the Transvaal, 
were entertained by the Alhambra management last week. 


Mdlle. Antonio’s marvellous gymnastic performances are one only 


of many attractive turns in the World’s Great Show at the Royal 
Aquarium. The National Show of Pigeons by the North Middlesex 
and Columbarian Societies will be held on the 24th, 25th, and 26th 
instant. 


Two new songs, distinctly above the average, have been sent to us 
by the publisher, Mr. Thomas Holloway, of 78, New Oxford 
Street, W. “The Dream of Life" (words by M. E. Rourke, music 
by C. Preston Wynne) is a really delightful song, which, if we are 
not greatly mistaken, is destined to achieve a wide popularity. It 
a just those qualities which go to make a popular success. 

ords and music alike are simple. The melody is a particularly 
haunting one, and clings to the memory. When there are so many 
songs obviously written simply to sell, it is pleasant to come across 
one which has evidently come from the heart of the composer. 
“My Love for Ever and Aye” (words and musi¢c by Karl Monckton) 
is also a fine song, tuneful, natural, and simple. “It belongs to the 
best type of drawing-room songs, and should achieve a great vogu 
luring thi ming ason : hed at } 





direct from the publisher, Thomas Holloway, 78, New Oxford 
Street, W., for 24d.in stamps. The two songs will be sent for five 
penny stamps. 

Field Marshal Lord Wolseley, K.P., G.C.B., Commander-in- 
Chief, accompanied by Lord Pirbright, visited the Palace Theatre 
on Wednesday evening last, and was accorded an ovation quite 
enthusiastic. Lord Wolseley much enjoyed the military pictures as 
depicted on the biograph. 

















What are Necessaries ? 


TuHeEReE is bad news for teetotalers, but most reassuring and hope- 
ful prospects for any noble or titled abstainer who wishes to throw 
off the yoke of the pledge, and return to the habits and customs of 
his fathers. A learned county court judge has just ruled that 
necessaries depend up one’s station in life, and that champagne was 
necessary for a nobleman, as he must have something to drink. 
His Honour did not go into the question as to whether 
a brandy soda, or a soda and milk, or even’ the 
innocuous barley water would not suffice for a_ thirsty 
noblemen who wanted something to drink. Consequently his 
dictum leaves open a most convenient loophole for any titled 
classes who desire to abjure total abstinence, and, no doubt, many 
will be ready to seize the opportunity, and the excuse to cry off. 
It will be seen, however, that the ruling does not affect either Sir 
Wilfred Lawson, General Booth, or Mr. Tod Sloan, since these 
gentlemen are not noble, and champagne is not a necessary for 
their station in life. 








The Ameer. 


[“It is stated in the Russian papers thet Abdur-Rahman, the 
Ameer of Cabul, has become insane, and that he is committing 
hideous atrocities in his capital.”— Vide Daily Paper.] 





‘* ARBDUR-RAHMAN’S insane ’"—the Russians make 
This curious statement, with sardonic humour; 
They lie, of course, under some huge mistake, 
So let’s politely term it— Ameer rumour. 
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When the Lion’s Away: or, Benevolent 


Neutrality. 


A CONTINENTAL FARCE IN SEVERAL DIPLOMATIC 
CONVERSATIONS. 


DRaMATIS PERSON. 
Russia, France, Germany, Austria, and Italy, 


ScEenE: A Foreign Office. 


Curtain rises and discovers the Conspirators discussing 
“ Neutrality, and its relation to International Law.” 


France.—‘ Well, it certainly seems to me that something ought 
to be done—his hands are pretty full - 

Russia.—‘‘ Confound him, yes, his hands generally are pretty full 
—always on the grab—dasb him!” 

France.—‘ Well, now’s the time.” 

Russia.—‘‘ I fancy myself Persia would be a good field.” 

France.—‘‘ I was thinking more of Egypt.”’ 

Russia.—‘‘ Can’t say I take much interest in Egypt myself; 
Turkey now?” 

Germany.— No, I couldn’t really. I’m interested in Turkey 
myself, in a commercial way, and the balance of power must be 
maintained.”’ 

Russia.—‘ Well, how about China?” 

Italy.—‘ I really must have a port—I really must.”’ 

Russia.—“‘ Oh, you be bothered—I think something might be 
attempted in China—what do you say, Germany ?” 

Germany.—‘‘ I hardly know—I’m on rather good terms at present 
with our friend—and—er—my navy—really—as I said to my beastly 
people only the other day—it really is in a devil of a state.” 

Russia.—‘‘ Oh, never mind the navy—I’m not much on navies 
myself—I keep mine locked up in times of danger.” 

Germany.—‘‘ Yes, that’s all very well—but I have a trade—and 
—no—I think we must really wait for a better opportunity.” 

France.— Oh, of course, if you are afraid.”’ 

Germany.— Afraid yourself. How about Fashoda?” 

France.—‘‘ How about that ‘ wire’?”’ 

Russia.—‘‘ What on earth’s the good of quarrelling like that—I 
fancy Persia will have to be the point for attack.” 

France.—‘‘ But where do I come in?” 

Russia.—‘‘My dear ally, my respected friend, you have your 
Exposition to attend to. I think I shall be able to manage.” 

France.—“ Oh, you do, do you?” 

Russia.—‘ Now, pray don’t get angry—TI shall still be your 
friend, you know, and all that.”’ 

Germany.—‘ Well, if you take my advice, you'll go —_ For 
when once Britain goes on the war path, you never know who'll be 
the next, you don’t indeed.” 

Austria.—* Directly I heard of that beastly Peace Conference I 
knew what would happen. Made everyone suspicious. I knew war 
would come of it.” 

Russia.—“ Well, I did it for the best. I knew how Britain 
always talks about peace, and I naturally supposed he would fall 
into the trap.” 





Germany.— You’re not the first person who’s been taken in, I 
assure you—I myself imagined at one time—— ” oe 
France.—‘*But my idea is a League—a combination of 


European Powers to crush Britain.” 

Germany.—“ And then, Britain crushed—it would take some 
crushing—what then ?” 

France (aside, dreamily).—‘ Alsace Lorraine! ” ie 

_Germany.— No, taking one thing with another, Britain’s all 

right. And the very uncertainty of her next move makes for 
European peace. I once thought differently.” . 

Russia.—* I’m not much on peace in the abstract myself.’ 

Italy.—« Weill, the Peace Conference was your idea.” 

Russia.—* Yes, but that had nothing to do with peace. I really 
fancy Persiga——_.” 

France —‘*I should have thought that you would have considered 
that the time had come for a blow.” 

Russia.—‘H'm! there’s the United States, you know, they 
might ” 

Germany.—“ Precisely, they might!” be 

Russia.— You can never depend upon a Republic. 

France.—‘ Sir!” 

Russia.—‘No offence. I don’t really call you a Republic. I 
should call you a Freedom tempered by the General Staff.” 

France. —‘*] accept the apology.” : _— 


7 i<- @% 
‘7 y mere ; 
j leciare neutral 





——— ———$_—$_—. 


quietness. I've as much as I can manage to keep myself together 
in these times.”’ 

France.—“ Then I suppose I must givein. But Egypt—however, 
there is the Exposition.” 

Germany.—“ Of course, I sympathise with the Boers to a certain 
extent, but I make it a rule never to let sentiment interfere with 
business. I thought differently once.” 

Russia.—‘“ I never thought differently. I’m for myself all the 
time—and I’m afraid, very much afraid, that Britain has adopted 
the same rule. It’s a pity, but there is no time to waste. am 
strictly neutral myself, but I have a little bit of business to get 
through in Asia. So I must say good-bye.” 

(Exit Russia. 

All.— Self-satisfied, invulnerable brute!" 

(CURTAIN. } 











Britannia's Bylwark. 
LADY FAIRFAX SMOOTHES ‘® FROWN FROM THE 
FOREHEAD OF MR, * PUN.” 


[After being duly christened by Lady Fairfax, the first-class 
battleship Bulwark was launched.) 


Tey built the bulky Bulwark 
(To be equal to either fate— 
Defence, defiance ! ) wilh all the science 
Of the argotect up-to-date. 
They launched the mighty Bulwark, 
And I launched my loud acclaim 
At her outward course, until all too hoarse 
For a whisper my throat became. 
And yet at her name of ‘‘ Bulwark "’ 
I a shadow of umbrage took : 
In my long regard for a patriot bard, 
Her cognomen I ill could brook ! 


‘‘ Britannia needs no bulwarks | "’— 
Thus boldly did Campbell’s muse 
Our heart-chords touch: and it irked me much 
That Britannia chose to use 
The significant name of ‘‘ Bulwark " 
For a special and urgent need, 
Just as if the views of that martial muse 
Were too puny to hear or heed ! 
So, e’en while I cheered the Bulwark, 
My spirit despised the wrong 
Which had thus, methought, been unkindly wrought 
To the spirit of Campbell’s song! 


Then the lady, whom Lady Fairfax 
Had baptised with generous wine, 
Heard me sniff and sigh, and she asked me why; 
So I voiced her these views of mine. 
And the god-mamma of Bulwark 
Said smilingly: ‘* Sure you've read 
Dear Campbell’s song not aright, but wrong, 
If such brain-fog dulls your head! 
That Britannia needs no bulwarks 
On her border line he sware; 
But . . . where sang he that her march must be? 
And her home perennial—where ? "’ 


I bowed ; and anent the Bulwark 
I pondered that lady’s views— 
Till I found that she had the best of me 
As a student of Campbell's muse! 
For though Campbell craved no bulwarks, 
No towers along the s 
For Britannia—he still bade her be 
The Bulwark-Queen o’ the Deep! 
And the sponsor-dame of Bulwark 
I thanked, as I cried with bliss: 
Britain, indeed, doth no bulwarks need, 
Dear lady, save . . . SUCH AS THIS!” 








Labby. 


[The average Imperialist candidly says, ‘1 want the Transvaal.’ 
The epitaph inscribe agen the graves of those who perish in the 
forthcoming war should be ‘ Butchered to make a Rhodesian 
dividend.’ "—Truth, 12th October. ] 

Tux structure over Labby’s eengue, 
h and Belgic plinth, 
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“On Things in General.” 
ee a — feat ‘i By Mr. “Fun’s” WaASHERWOMAN. 
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ih Mon | ‘yo 4 b: eH ls | I ab-Boer war; at the same time, 
aaa Bi | 


ye I Oe the Boers ’ave brought it on themselves, 
a | BIST ees comes ts Bema : ey ; 
. FF Tee tae an’ now are “in for a jolly good 
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Li Mh LEM Be, ices Goat ih fat lickin’,” as the kitten remarked wen its 
Pee Bae iy eM or te | mother started washin’ it. Ain’t it 
aes § Wat BE 7 ye NG | disgraceful the way some Irishmen ’ave 
been torkin’ rank treason? Rank, in- 
deed, for they’ve been tryin’ to seduce 
Irish soldiers from their allegiance to the 
Throne. Of course, Dr. Tanner is to 
the fore, as usual ; but, accordin’ to wot 

I reads, ’e got a smack in the face from 

an engineer for ’is insultin’ remarks at 

Crosshaven agin the Queen an’ Tommy 
| Atkins. I wish we coud change this 
Tanner in ’is conduct. 

They ses that £5,000 has been set on 
Cecil Rhodes’ ’ead by the Boers, dead or 
alive. Cecil ’as proved ’is ’ead to be 
worth a jolly sight more than £5,000; 
it’s been worth millions; anyway, ’is 

brain ’as made no end of money. 

I allus goto the Dairy Show at the 
| Agricultural Hall; it’s an interestin’ 
| sight, though it strikes me that a good 
| many young men find the milkmaids the 
most interestin’ part of it; indirectly, 
cows are responserbel for a good deal of 
** calf-love.”’ 

I’m glad that Sir Edward Clarke, M.P., 
‘as come to his senses. The member 
who woudn’t support the Government 
at such a time must want supporting 
hisself, for ’e must be a weak-minded 
creechur, an’ only fit for a loonatic 
asilum. 

I reads that Kruger wept wen Mr. 
Greene, the British Agent, wished ’im 
good-bye. I’m ’ardly so ‘‘Greene” as 
to believe this; anyway,I bet they was 
only ‘‘ crockidile’s tears.’ 

Fancy feedin’ a baby of thirteen 
months on codfish, cucumber, tomatoes, 
an’ steak! That’s wot a man recently 
did to ’is child. Of course, the baby died 
on such diet, an’ the improper feedin’ of 
so many babies, for we’re constantly 
‘earin of cases, is certainly “food for 
reflection.” 




















An Open Question. 





AN ARTIST'S MODEL. Poet.—*‘ Have you an opening for 
M. De Cadent.—** Would m’selle mint sitting for me, eh?” poetry, sir? 
Miss Mordemly.— ‘ Wot, sitting fer yer? W'y, ain’t yer prop'ly ‘atched yet? Garn— Editor.— Oh, yes; the waste-paper 
you just run ’ome, whiskers, an’ arsk yer muvver ter ‘ave another sit, cos I ain’t no bloomin’ basket is always open for its recep- 
chicking!?"’ tion.” 














ANDERSON ’S 
CITY OF LONDON 


DRESSINGS FOR BOOTS AND SHOES 


OF HBVERY DESCRIPTION. 


ITY OF LONDON GLOSS for every kind of Black Leather Goods. 
"” ” SELF POLISHING WATERPROOF BLACKING produces a Brilliant Polish. 
99 GLYCERINE CREAM (White and Black) for Cleaning and Polishing best Glace Kid and Patent Leather. 
For imparting a Brilliant Polish to all kinds of Brown Leather goods use 
- TAN GLOSS, or 
- - BROWN LEATHER DRESSING. With either of these two articles, in two minutes, beots are ready to wear. 
Ask any Boot Dealer for ANDERSON'S goods, and be sure you get them 


Ss, SOUTH STREET, FINSBURY, LONDON. E.C. 
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